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the Palais-Royal was occupied by National Guards.
Shots were fired through every window in the square;
the bullets whizzed, the water of the fountain, which
had burst, was mingled with the blood, forming little
pools on the ground. People slipped in the mud over
clothes, shakos, and weapons. Frederick felt some-
thing soft under his foot. It was the hand of a ser-
geant in a grey great-coat, lying on his face in the
stream that ran along the street. Fresh bands of peo-
ple were continually coming up, pushing on the com-
batants at the guard-house. The firing became quicker.
The wine-shops were open; people went into them
from time to time to smoke a pipe and drink a glass
of beer, and then came back again to fight. A lost
dog began to howl. This made the people laugh.
Frederick was shaken by the impact of a man
falling on his shoulder with a bullet through his back
and the death-rattle in his throat. At this shot, per-
haps directed against himself, he felt himself stirred
up to rage; and he was plunging forward when a
National Guard stopped him.
"Tis useless! the King has just gone! Ah! if you
don't believe me, go and see for yourself!"
This assurance calmed Frederick. The Place du
Carrousel had a tranquil aspect* The H6tel de Nantes
-stood there as fixed as ever; and the houses in the
rear; the dome of the Louvre in front, the long gal-
lery of wood at the right, and the waste plot of
ground that ran unevenly as far as the sheds of the
stall-keepers were, so to speak, steeped in the grey hues
of the atmosphere, where indistinct murmurs seemed to
mingle with the fog; while, at the opposite side of the
square, a stiff light, falling through the parting of
the clouds on the facade of the Tuileries, cut out all